Two Faithful Lovers, 


To th. Tune of, Franklin i fled away, &c. 
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Man.] Pew: my heart's delight, 
Lantes adieu, 

I muſt now take my fight. 

what 2'e: enſue; 
Pp Country⸗men 4 ſee, 
They cant yer agree; 
Since will no better be, 

England faretwel. 


Maid.] O be nat fv unkind, | 
heart, love and joy, 
To leave me here behind, 
bieeds my amp: 
D havea patient hract, 
3'li help to bear the mart, 
Eer J from thee wiil part. 
my turtle. dove. 


M] J'll leave thee gold goon foe, 
| thee to mAa(1:tzin ; 
Chat cal ot thou wich fo? moꝛe 3 
do not complain: 
Servants ſhall wait on thee, 
71! give thee jewels thee, 
Th it thou maiſt think on me 
when J am gone. 


M.] Pour gold Jcount but deals, 
w5en pau are fled, 


Bour ablence is my ſols, 


*twill ſtrike me dead; 
Scrvants J will have none, 
Ihen vou are from me gone, 
I'd rather lye alone, 
from company. 


M.] J am reſolv'd to go, 
: : toꝛtnue to pꝛove; 
Adviſe me what to do, 
| my de ax: ſt lobe: 
FM here 7 will not 'bide. 
A hat ctr dich me betide; 
Veavens now be my gutde, 
chu lead the way. 


M.] Then let me go with vou. 
heart, tove and joy; 
Jwiil attend on you, : 
| ond be your bay: 
u will go to ſea, 


if 
| Fikkerde pou night and day, 


Foz here J will not ay, 
it pou go hence. 
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M.] The ſeas are dangerous, 
ſtrangers unkind, 

The rocks are perillous, 

| lo is the wind: 
My care is all foꝛ thee, . / 
As thou matft plainly ice. 
Dear heart go not with me, 

but ſkay behind. 


M.] Tho” [cas da threaten death, 
my hzart's delight, 
COtth thee I'll ſpend mp breath, 
| nounht ſhall affright ; 
ith thee Jil live and dye, 
In thy ſweet com panp, 
Though vangers ſhail be nigh. 
both da» and night. 


In man's apparci nam 
____- _ tafſea the went, 
Betauſe with him ſh*-H be, 
her heart's content; 
She cut her lovely hair, 
And no miſtruſt there were, 
That ſhe a maden fair N 
was at that time. 


To Venice the» were bund 
with full conlent, 
CUith ſoꝛrows compaſt cons 
| away thep went: 
Du an ungappy dap 
The ſhip was caſt away, 
Ghich wought tacte lives decay, 
friends diſcartent. 
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The ſhip being caſt away, 
& krolon d, 


Pe ſwam to land that day, 
but the was dꝛoon'd: 
Dh! kis true love was dzown'd, 
And never after found, 
And he encompaſt round 
with grief and care. 


O cruel ſeas ( quoth he) | 
and rocks unkind, 
Ta part my dear and ine, | 
in love combin'd : 
O caſt her on this ſhoge, 
JI may her death tmpicre, 
Aud meurn fo? cver:now 
until J bye, 


Lou loyal lovers all ; 
that hear this attty, 
Sigh and lament my fal!, 
a let's mode you to pitty: 
Sh? lies now in the deep, 
In . fleep, 
And icft me here to weep 
in great diurcſs. 


Dear love, J come, quath he, 
heaben's me guide, 


J long to be with thee 


x m/ only bꝛide: 
In Veaice he did dye, 
And there his cope Toth Ire, 


A d left his friends ta cep, 
O Hone. O Hove. 


in Dach Jie. 


